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IN THE
PARK

 


When I
got home I immediately went to the shower. My body smelled like the
juices of sex from miles away and I could even catch the eyes of
some passers-by attracted by my special aroma. Seeing my white
uniform, they shrugged it off, perhaps assuming it was just one
more of the unpleasant smells in the hospital. My parents were not
at home. In fact, all my sexual forays were scheduled when they
weren't around. I could not explain why I arrived dressed as a
nurse, much less my deep smell of sex.

 


After I
showered, I put the clothes used that day in the washing machine.
He needed to erase all traces of that afternoon's adventure. And
she had to be ready for any other service to that client. It was
there that I remembered the memory that had been given to me. So
while waiting for the clothes to be ready, I decided to see what
they had given me.

 


There
were three folders. The first one had my name, that is, it was
labeled "Nurse Sofia." I opened it and was very surprised when she
showed a couple of video recordings of the office, of my visit that
afternoon. At first, I felt very angry about those videos. I had
never given or authorization to carry them out. It was true that,
on the page of escorts to which I was added, there was a clause
where I allowed my encounters to be videotaped. But when that had
happened, she had always been informed. And I always authorized,
but trying not to let my face be caught on camera.

 


However,
as the video progressed, seeing me lying there, tied, with my legs
in the air and my sex exposed, with that subject executing his
violent thrusts, made my sex wet again. The anger passed quickly.
Now she was excited again. I had to take my old dildo to give
myself a little more pleasure, while he watched me in the second
video, now from another shot. I saw myself there, like a sexual
doll, motionless, while the doctor made me completely his own,
without a minimum of delicacy. And while in the video my face
signaled the point of an orgasm, I reached a new one with my
vibrating dildo.

 


If I had
been told beforehand what the service was about, I might have
turned it down. But now, having lived it, having been subjected,
she would undoubtedly do it again.

 


Now it
was the turn of the second folder.

 


And what
I saw blew me away. There was a large collection of images
corresponding to half a dozen young women. They looked naked, which
was no problem. What was extraordinary was how they were arranged:
tied in different positions to a chair with armrests, standing with
their arms tied above their heads, immobilized with their limbs
apart on a St. Andrew's cross or in different positions on a wooden
post, hanging from the air by means of harnesses nailed to the
ceiling and the legs separated with ropes at the ankles, subjected
to a wooden pillory, handcuffed to a sex bench, or placed four legs
by a tubular structure that held them at the neck, wrists and
ankles not to leave that position. Invariably, they all showed off
their sex to the fullest. With those positions there was no way to
resist easy penetration. Some wore sexy lingerie or were gagged. In
fact, in some shots the doctor (my client) could be seen
penetrating them in those positions.

 


My client
was a fan of bondage.

 


And most
interestingly, his secretary also appeared in some photos. The
elegance of her tailored suit was replaced by lingerie, corsets and
black leather clothing. She also penetrated young women using a
strap-on. In other photos, the doctor had sex with the secretary
and the young woman, penetrating one and giving oral sex to the
other. In some situations, the two penetrated the
unwary.

 


I was
impressed.

 


I had
seen similar images on the net. I must admit, I had been extremely
curious to have such an experience. I had dreamed of being one of
those models, tied up, immobilized, with my sex forcibly ready to
be penetrated. I fantasized about being subdued, about being
reduced to a sexual object, receiving the punishment of a penis or
a huge dildo without offering any kind of resistance. I remembered
the appointment in her office, the gynecological table, the legs in
the air, the rough penetrations.

 


I had
loved it very much. She had enjoyed it tremendously.

 


Just
thinking about it made my sex warm and moist. I lowered my panties
and inserted a small vibrator on medium power. I then pulled my
panties up to keep it there, as I continued to review the images a
second time. I felt more and more captivated. He had already
dreamed of being in similar situations. But they had been just
that, mere dreams. Now there was a chance to realize them. That's
when I wondered if I could take that step.

 


"But what
the hell?" I thought. “You stood on a gynecological table, let your
hands and legs be tied to the table, and offered no resistance. You
didn't say anything," I said to myself.

 


I wanted
to, but I was afraid. If they had taken a video of my session on
the gynecological table, surely they would if I accepted a new
appointment. And if I refused, it might not be to his liking. I
would be looking forward to it. I reopened the videos of my
session. My sex was pleased. I moved in the chair and squeezed my
legs, in order to better move and feel the vibrations of the dildo
that filled my vagina. Seeing the images of my video and the girls
I let out another little orgasm. I felt hot.

 


"I will,
with video or not," I pointed out resolutely.

 


I opened
the third folder.

 


There was
a document that specified that the video that had been taken of me
would be used exclusively by the doctor for his exclusive use and
would be kept safe. I was given a copy with which I could do
whatever I wanted. There was a list of situations she could be
subjected to if she agreed to a new session.

 


"Bondage,
definitely yes," I thought as I read. "Bounds, yes. Spanking… no.
It didn't bother me to be subjected to such brutality. In the
future, maybe, but while, no. Gag use, yes. Use of ropes, yes. Use
of chains and/or handcuffs, yes. Wearing a mask, yes. Harness use,
yes. Wearing fetish lingerie, yes. Wearing a corset, yes. Wearing
fetish footwear, yes. Dildo use… please, you don't know me…! Of
course! Cross of Saint Andrew…” and I imagined myself with my limbs
tied to the ends of a huge X. I had seen videos where a woman could
be penetrated in this way, or be masturbated with skillful fingers,
or be penetrated by a dildo. “…Of course I do!” I said to myself.
«Bondage bed, yes. Gynecological table… I think the question is
unnecessary… Bondage chair, yes. Bondage bed, yes. Spanking bench…
I specified yes, only if it wasn't for spanking. Bondage bench,
yes…”

 


So I
continued through the different situations. Like spanking, I
refused electricity, waxing, whipping, and anal penetration. With
the latter, he ruled out concomitant vaginal and anal penetration.
She knew that one day she would advance to that plane, but she
wasn't ready yet. Although already in this situation, it was
possible that soon I would have to grant the use of my anus for
sexual pleasures. However, I did not accept concomitant vaginal and
oral penetration.

 


Two out
of three holes, I don't think I'd get turned down for that, I
thought optimistically.

 


The
document also stated that everything would be confidential, that my
health would be treated as a priority, that videos of the session
would be made and that, obviously, I would also be given a copy of
them. The payment was established according to the duration of the
session. The minimum session stipulated was four hours. In the
office he had spent at most about two hours. And the payment was
juicy, even much better than in the office. There were also longer
sessions, up to forty-eight hours. It was stipulated that the
session could be interrupted at any time, although the payment
would not be as agreed, not even something proportional to the time
invested.

 


Four
hours, I chose. But I immediately added: "with a high possibility
of testing in longer sessions." He didn't want to close that door
until he saw what was behind it.

 


At last I
finished the small form and sent it to the email
indicated.

 


I was
excited. She longed for that experience. I visualized myself in the
positions of those girls in the photographs, naked, tied, adopting
those positions with sex in the air, with my pussy freely
penetrated. He wanted to know what it felt like to receive pleasure
in a forced way, in an uncomfortable way maybe.

 


I looked
at the computer and there was no response. It was obvious. The
doctor was not going to be attentive to his laptop by the time I
sent my answer. Hours would pass for his answer. Possibly up to
days. Later I regretted sending that email. I was scared. Fear that
I would dislike it. Fear that it would get me out of the way of
different forms of sexual pleasure. Fear of pain. Fear of being
lowered and humiliated, turned into a piece of meat to masturbate
and fuck. Fear that my mental health would be altered from a
torture session like the one with the girls...

 


The dildo
in my vagina kept working. She had forgotten. I lowered my panties
and rescued that vibrating object. I pressed a small button to vary
her vibrations randomly. I put on shiny leather leggings and a top,
no bra. Above, a black jacket, equally shiny.

 


It was
still late. She had to think. I had to decide whether or not I
should send a new mail to regret my decision. He was also hungry
for more sex.

 


I went
out hunting.

 



 


I was in
the park. She walked her paths calmly. Her mind was occupied with
images of girls in bondage session. She couldn't stop thinking
about them. She longed to be in her situation. She wanted to
explore that limit. From time to time, the dildo would speed up her
vibrations, forcing me to stop and squeeze my legs together. If
there was a bench nearby, I would run to sit down to get a better
feel for that luxurious little gadget. My vision was lost in
ecstasy as spasms ran through my spine. Several times I had to
stifle my moans of pleasure. The crotch of my leggings felt wet
from my juices. I felt my crotch and my fingers were impregnated
with the smell of sex. That made me hotter. I contemplated there,
where my sex was hiding. The garment was shiny, but there it was
even more so. The dildo changed its intensity to a higher,
oscillatory one. I squeezed my legs so I wouldn't let any of his
movements escape. I passed a hand under my blouse and caressed one
of my breasts, playing with my nipple, squeezing it between my
fingers. I was glad I didn't wear a bra. The dildo lowered its
intensity...

 


"Fucking
device!" I said as a claim, because I was about to cum when the
vibration subsided. I took a hand to my crotch, pushing the device
to the bottom. He hoped that with it the gentle vibration would be
enough to reach the denied orgasm. It was not enough. She had
closed her eyes to imagine me as those girls in the photos. Surely
they were also subjected to that torture, brought slowly to
ecstasy, but without reaching it, denying them orgasm. With their
bodies bound there was nothing they could do to conclude the
action. Something like what happened to me with that
dildo.

 


I wanted
that.

 


I opened
my eyes. Although she had chosen a secluded section of the park for
visitors, and knowing that people were even scarcer at that hour,
she was not alone. In front of me, sitting on a nearby bench, was a
young man, perhaps just out of his teens, tall and thin. He had
sports clothes, so he had possibly chosen that area to exercise.
And he had witnessed my little pleasure session gone awry. Not
satisfied, she was holding his cell phone.

 


"But… but
what the hell?" I expressed indignantly.

 


The young
man was scared.
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